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Summary:
AU: Andy and Leyley’s childhood is in the late-2000s rather than the late 80s/early 90s.

Ever since their parents had gotten Andy a “new” computer via less than legal means, Leyley has hogged it and taken most of the time on it for herself. Bored and annoyed, Andy decides to go annoy her while she tries to use the computer, to give her a taste of her own medicine. That plan falls flat when he walks in with her legs spread wide and a webcam pointed between them.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Andy sat on the couch, seething. That was supposed to be his computer. Dad brought it home for him, not her. But of course, Leyley always had to have things Leyley’s way. At first it had been her begging and pleading to use the computer. She hadn’t actually needed to put in any effort at that. He was always planning to share, even though it was not at all expected of him by their parents. If he banned her from the computer, they weren’t going to take her side. 

But that was exactly why he was always going to share it with her. Dad’s work had been throwing away old computers, and mom had commanded him to volunteer for disposal duty. His job was to swipe two out of the trash and bring them home. One was now installed in mom and dad’s room, and one in Andy and Leyley’s room. But Leyley’s usage of the computer became far, far more than his own. Mom and dad didn’t want to put in the effort to supervise her and he couldn’t actually do anything about it, so it just continued to spiral. 

Eventually, he demanded they sign a contact. He had made the mistake of confronting her when she was sitting at the computer. It was on his mind, he was upset, so he did it impulsively. He had been kicking himself for three months over it. The contract was simple: they had designated usage times. She took one look at it, pulled out her purple crayon, and started making alterations. Then, when he objected, she started loudly crying, banging on the desk. Between her arms was a cup of soda, risking spilling all over the keyboard. He knew he couldn’t get it replaced, so he had given in to stop her. The waterworks had dried up instantly, she took a big gulp of her flavored chemical sugar water, cheerfully smiled and said “I knew you’d see things my way!” She sure did, the little bitch. 

Of course, the contract had heavily favored her. There was nothing he could do about it now, and it was her designated usage time. But like a bolt of lightning, an idea came to his mind. Usually they’d give the other privacy when on the computer. They both understood the other was going to use it for activities siblings didn’t usually partake in. He had had to teach her to clear their internet history after he’d trusted the autosuggest when he tried typing a url and ended up watching two guys torturing a homeless man to death. When he checked the history, he saw she was watching it several times a day. Sometimes she really terrified him. 

But this rule wasn’t in writing. She sure had no issue violating it when she got too bored. She’d walk in on him dick in hand and he’d scramble to put himself away and close everything. She’d either just ignore it or tease him, telling him he didn’t have to stop on her account. He just rolled his eyes and ignored it. Her perverse remarks had gotten increasingly frequent since they’d gotten the computer. He couldn’t really judge, he just knew to hold those remarks in. She didn’t have self-control. 

So, off Andy marched from the couch to their room, determination filling his body and soul. He opened the door with confidence and walked in without a word, heading for his bed. He was halfway there when his brain finally registered that Leyley was spread eagle with a webcam pointed at her bare crotch and a sharpie in her pussy. 

“What the fuck?” The words dropped from his lips without thought. 

“Andy?! Fucking asshole, why are you in here?!” Leyley screamed at him. Mom and dad were at work, they didn’t have to watch their volume. They were hardly the loudest duo in the apartment complex. 

“Why the fuck am I in here? I was bored! Why are you whoring yourself out on the internet?!” Andy screamed back. On the screen, he could see that she was streaming for several hundred viewers. The chat was already going off about the events unfolding. He wasn’t surprised how many there were, that made sense. It was Leyley, if someone didn’t appreciate her he’d make them. He was however surprised she would be doing this.

Leyley sat normal in the chair, still facing him. “Because they worship me” Leyley gave an overly strong smile and Andy felt the temperature in the room drop.

“What are you even talking about? What if one of them tries to take you away from me?!” Andy hadn’t meant for that to come out that way. He meant to be reminding her of the risk of being abducted, not letting his own codependency slip. 

“That’s so stupid. How are you so, so stupid, Andy? Did mom drop you on your head as a baby? The skank was only fifteen when she had you, I’m sure she could have. Is that why she pays attention to you? Does she feel guilty for making you retarded?” Leyley stared him dead in the eye. It was a challenge, like a territorial dog. Fitting, since she was such a bitch. 

“I’m retarded? You’re the one spreading her cunt for any paedophile who wants to jerk off to it!” Andy was a bit shocked at his own usage of the word “cunt”, but Leyley just smiled. 

“Oh, is that the problem, Andy? You wanted it to be for you, right? After all you’ve done for me, you deserve a reward? That’s what my Andy is thinking, isn’t it?” Leyley continued to stare him down, turning in the chair so she was bent over. He could see that her ass was on cam now, the viewers getting quite a show while they fought. 

“No!!” Andy’s response came on instinct. Then, he began to backpedal without meaning to. “I mean…” he trailed off, not knowing what to say. There was truth to her words. He didn’t want to tell her that, however. What was he to do? 

“Andy,” Leyley turned around and dropped out of the chair onto her feet. She walked over to him, only her t-shirt covering any of her body. His eyes couldn’t resist looking. Her legs were a bit chubby, baby fat still rounding them out. Her toenails were painted black, something she had begged him to shoplift for her until he had. Her torso was still covered, but the shirt wasn’t long enough to cover her bald, chubby mound. Below that, he could see her slit, the marker still holding on for dear life as it stuck out of her. He almost felt like laughing. “Andy, what would mom and dad say if they found out about any of this?”

Andy’s blood went cold at the thought. He knew exactly what would happen. He’d be blamed. He’s the older brother, never mind that he was only 12, somehow this was supposed to be his responsibility. To have left his sister unsupervised with his computer and her having then whored herself out online for paedophiles would be entirely on him. He’d be in the most trouble he’d ever been in in his life. 

“You don’t want to get in trouble, right?” Leyley took his hands in her own and looked him in the eye. He looked back, fear painted on his face. 

“I’ll just go. I didn’t see anything, I’ll just go.” Andy robotically said. He tried to start to move, but Leyley’s grip on his hands tightened. 

“Andy, I don’t want you to go.” Leyley’s gaze remained transfixed on him. He felt trapped. He wanted to run, but he couldn’t. His legs were like lead. “If you go, I’ll have to tell mom.” Andy felt like he had been punched in the gut. She’d completely flipped the script on him. Knowing that he’d be blamed, she had instead made it so he was the one in trouble. Part of him considered punching her, punching her until he felt relief, punching her until he felt safe in his own home, punching her until she stopped moving. But he didn’t. He stood there. 

“What do you want, then?” Andy dropped entirely into the follower mode she had trained him for. Even before Nina, she’d been working on him. After he had killed her, she had gained so much control over him. She was the only person who would ever love a murderer like him. She was the only person who could make the nightmares go away. She controlled his life now. He knew how to turn off his brain and obey. 

“Well, I think these are in the way.” Leyley took off her shirt without further comment or fanfare, before then taking Andy’s off for him. “I think everyone else will want to see the other reveal, don’t you?” Andy digested her words, and as he did she moved the chair and webcam, setting it up for keeping two people in frame. The chat went wild, seeing her return to frame even more naked than before. She blew the camera a kiss as she worked, teasing them with little exaggerated poses whenever she bent over. Then, she called him over. 

“This is my big brother Andy! Say hi!” The messages began pouring in. People doing the bare minimum and just saying hi. People in awe what was happening. People telling Andy how sexy his young body looked and how lucky he was to have such a beautiful little sister. Humiliatingly, he felt his cock twitch at the complements. Then he felt a sharp stabbing pain in his back, one he immediately recognized as Leyley pinching him. He was used to it, he didn’t yelp or scream. Through gritted teeth, Leyley growled a whisper to him. “Say hi, Andy.”

“H-hi!” Andy waved, blushing horrendously. What had she gotten him into this time? “T-thank you for the kind words!” He cringed at his own statement. “Kind words”? These people were making the most disgustingly horny comments about him and his sister. He wanted to gouge their eyes out. 

“Andy’s going to be joining me!” Leyley smiled, talking to the camera. She seemed so experienced, like a television host or something. He wondered how long this had been going on. Why was she even doing this? What the hell had she meant by saying they worship her? 

“So, who wants me to see me kiss my brother?” Leyley asked the chat, not bothering to address Andy about her plans. The messages poured in telling her to do it, as well as a few wishing it were them or espousing that it was the greatest day of their life. Andy turned to her, knowing what was coming. There was no point in pitching a fit, she had the victory already in the bag. Leyley grabbed him by the arms and pulled him close. It was as mature as it was childish. She came at him straight on, holding him by his bare shoulders, but her mouth knew what it was meant to do. Her tongue invaded his mouth. 

He felt like an observer of his own actions, and saw himself begin to reciprocate. He wrapped his arms around her hips, pulling her closer. He saw how her hard nipples, the only elevation to her flat chest, brushed against his body just a couple inches below his own. He saw one of her hands let go and the arm slide under his, the other hand traveling into his hair as they figured out the positioning. He felt his heart racing. His first kiss would forever be his sister now, and yet the only thing he could find himself objecting to was the setting. Internally, he thought to himself that he wished it had been more romantic. 

As the kiss ended, he felt himself return to his body. He was out of breath, panting, his cheeks burning with embarrassment, desire, and shame. Leyley meanwhile was already back to the chat, asking what they wanted to see next. Andy took note of his body. In particular, he realized that he was rock hard, his young cock straining against his pants. It ached for freedom. 

“Aaaaaandy, is that a knife in your pants, or are you enjoying yourself?” Leyley’s teasing words broke Andy out of his thoughts. She was looking at the bulge in his pants. For a moment, he considered covering himself with his hands. He realized the futility of such an action and decided against it. 

“Leyley, isn’t this enough?” Andy tried to get her to stop, at least making the most weak of efforts so he could say he tried. “I mean…” he tried to come up with a better explanation, but stumbled. He knew that any argument of self-interest would blow up in his face. 

“I bared all, why can’t you? Do you really love me so little you’d leave me all alone here?” Andy hated how well she knew him, how well she knew his thoughts. He hadn’t even said it, she didn’t need to guilt trip him. But she was going to anyways, of course. 

“No! I mean, I just…” Andy tried to find the words that would convince her, but he knew those words didn’t exist. So he just admitted the truth, defeated. “It’s embarrassing.” Leyley laughed at him and turned back around.

“Hey, Andy’s really embarrassed about showing everyone his body. Could you all give him some encouragement?” Leyley asked the chat. Andy wanted to scream at her. This was the exact opposite of what he wanted. Still, the messages of encouragement came in. They told him how beautiful and sexy and perfect he was. He knew he should be disgusted, but it was actually working a bit. Andy wondered if this was part of what made Leyley do this. 

“See Andy? There’s nothing to be ashamed of.” Leyley loudly teased him, before continuing in a whisper. “Do it or I do it for you.” Andy decided it was better to just do it himself. Slowly, he grabbed his pants and underwear by the waistband. Cautiously, he slid them down. At first, they continued to cover his hard cock, but eventually they got low enough that it sprang forth. He kept going until they were around his ankles, finally stepping out of them and kicking them to the side, blushing. 

“There.” Andy put all the strength in his words that he possibly could. 

“Wow! Get closer and show yourself off!” Leyley commanded him, once again sounding more like a TV presenter and less like his sister. Andy shuffled forth, doing as he was told, taking up the whole view of the camera and letting the chat see his body. He hadn’t started puberty yet, his body wasn’t that different from Leyley’s. He was just larger, but otherwise their boxy torsos, small shoulders, and small hips all marched. The biggest difference was between their legs. 

Andrew read the messages as he turned and posed, and once again they couldn’t help but get to him. People telling him how incredible he looked, how sexy his body was, how they wanted to lick his nipples and suck his young cock. A bunch of people loved his cock, it seemed. It wasn’t that large, he was still young. Even fully erect like he was now, it was only four inches long and the thickness of maybe five pencils taped together. He didn’t mean to get into it, but all the fixation got to him. He repositioned the camera so that it focused only on his lower body, turning to give numerous angles of his cock and small sack. 

Then, he got a bit impulsive. He took hold of himself and began to softly stroke, carefully masturbating for the viewers. Behind him, Leyley stared, absolutely transfixed. The chat went wild, emoticons and ASCII art filling up the channel as he played with himself for the viewers. Before he could speed up however, he felt a hand on his shoulder. He turned and saw Leyley. Without a word, he let go and she took hold of his throbbing dick. Andy’s breath caught in his chest. She got behind him, pressing her hard nipples into his back as she stroked him, her stomach pressing up against his ass. 

It wasn’t too long before he felt himself about to cum. He pressed his ass harder into her, bending over, his breath hitching and getting uneven. Before he could cum however, she stopped. “Not yet,” Leyley whispered in his ear. The two stepped back, Leyley returning to the desk to adjust the camera back into position. Letting the chat talk and recover for a bit, they stood there, just quiet. Then Leyley addressed their audience once more. “Do you wanna see my big brother cum?” The words came out so naturally, they almost felt normal to Andy. Of course the chat went wild for it. 

Andy had no idea what she was going to do until she was on her knees. Andy looked down at her, knowing what was coming next. “Leyley… you want to do this, right?” Andy asked, placing his head on her hand. 

“Only with you, Andy.” Leyley said, looking up at him. He couldn’t always tell her bullshit from her honesty, but he could always tell when she was being honest. She was being honest here. He gave a weak smile and nodded. She opened her mouth and swallowed his small cock whole. His mind felt like it short circuited. Had she studied? Was this the first time she did homework in her life? Her tongue, holy fuck her tongue. Her tongue was making him float. It was swirling around his tip, licking him and even teasing the hole. All the while she was literally sucking on his cock, and her cute head was bobbing up and down. His little sister was sucking his soul out through his cock. As if she hadn’t already sucked it out years ago. 

“Ahh, Leyley!” Andy put his hands on her head to stabilize himself, putting a bit of weight on her to ease the weight on his rapidly failing knees. He noticed that she had slid one hand down between her legs, teasing her cunny and playing with her tiny clit as she worked on him, her hips bucking in rhythm with her ministrations on him. With her other hand, she had slid it up to his ass, which she was kneeding like a cat. Surprisingly to Andy, it felt good. 

Leyley popped his cock out of her mouth and smiled up at him. “Am I making my big brother feel good?” Her tone was so saccharine and false, he knew she was doing this for the camera. Still, he played along. 

“Leyley… please keep going,” Andy begged, not an ounce of dishonesty to his words. He wanted her to do it. There was no turning back quite a while ago, at this point he had compartmentalized enough to take what he could get and process the trauma of the rest later. 

“Whatever you ask!” Leyley teased. He thought about slapping her, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. Her mouth around his cock quickly erased any complaints he had. His hips bucked on automatic, her tongue teasing his cock and shaft with far too much skill. Part of his mind that still functioned imagined her practicing this perhaps on her hairbrush, working until she had her blowjob skills down. He wondered if she had always pictured him. He hoped so. 

“Leyley, I’m… I’m getting close.” The words came out as a moan, and her reply was to drag her nails down his leg. That made him thrust hard into her mouth, just barely hitting near the back of her throat. Leyley choked a bit, but didn’t pull away. She actually forced herself down further, gagging on him. It felt incredible. Part of him felt a stab of self-loathing for that, but another part of him told him it was an absurd feeling. This was her idea, right? As her tongue continued its work on him, his body began to shudder. 

His hips spasmed and his legs nearly gave out, before finally firing off a load into his little sister’s eager mouth. She pulled back just a little bit, allowing it to pool and collect in her mouth. She waited until she was absolutely certain he’d finished, and then pulled off him, her mouth closed with her cheeks puffed out. She looked so childish like that to him, despite her nudity and having just sucked him off. 

Leyley got close to the webcam and opened her mouth, showing her prize off to the audience. Her tongue and teeth were coated in, soaking in Andy’s cum. As he weakly stood there, breathing heavily, she showed his cum to their hundreds of anonymous viewers, at least one of them no doubt recording the “Private” show. Leyley hoped they’d censor her username this time, having to make a new account made viewer retention harder. After her little show, she beckoned to Andy. When he didn’t come to her side, she turned around and flipped him the bird. That was enough to annoy him back to reality. 

He got in frame with her, just their faces, and she grabbed him by the head and kissed him. For a split second he tried to pull away, but decided it wasn’t worth the fight. Leyley kissed him, made out with him, with a mouthful of his own cum. He felt it mixing with their spit, filling up his mouth too. Surprisingly, he kinda liked the taste. When she ended the kiss, they had divided up the cum between each other. She dramatically swallowed before presenting her empty mouth to the camera and he followed her lead. They presented that they’d swallowed his cum to the crowd, watching the chat explode in cheer. 

“I hope you enjoyed the show! We’ll be back at five hundred, so it’s all up to you now! If they get me again, you know my MySpace.” With that, Leyley ended the stream. Andy felt all the tension and energy leave his body, almost collapsing onto the desk. To his surprise, Leyley wrapped an arm around him and led him to her bed, helping him in before climbing in so that he was spooning her. They stayed like that for a bit, him just holding her, them both just silently in their heads, processing the recent events. Eventually, he spoke. 

“Why?” Andy’s one word carried a lot of weight. There were numerous layers to understand here. Why him? Why this? Why how she did it? Why was she now being so sweet? 

“Because…” Leyley began, before pausing. She didn’t want to explain. She didn’t want to tell him why. 

“You said they worship you?” Andy prodded, hoping he could get her to talk. “What was that at the end there? And where you’d even get a webcam?” 

“I stole the camera from a hussy who thought she could be my friend.” Leyley sounded proud, but Andy couldn’t help but note the irony of her calling someone else a hussy after this. “The old warehouse still has a mailbox.” Leyley responded. For a moment, it sounded like a non-sequitur. Leyley’s voice continued as barely a whisper. “They send me gift cards. Or money. That way, I can… get stuff for myself. All the stuff that mom won’t get me. That you… can’t.” Andy felt his blood run cold once more.

“Oh.” It was all he could say. The shame was burning into him and that just served to piss him off. This shouldn’t be his shame. This shouldn’t be his responsibility. This should have been their mother’s. But it wasn’t, because she made him take care of Leyley. He was a child. He couldn’t get a job. He couldn’t provide for her. But here she was providing for herself. Because he couldn’t. 

“It’s okay, Andy. It isn’t your fault. But… if you keep helping me, we’ll get more money. I’ve been stashing some away, too.” Leyley let the meaning of her words sink in. 

“We? I… thought it was for you?” Andy asked, only starting to comprehend what Leyley meant. 

“I would never leave my Andy behind!” The offense in Leyley’s voice was all he needed to know she was telling the truth. He kissed her on the cheek from behind for that. 

“So… keep helping you? You mean…” Andy hesitated. He didn’t want to use any of the words he could think of to describe what was going on. It was too real. 

“Mhmm! It’s so much more fun with you, Andy! Andy and Leyley in Part Time Porn Stars!” Leyley giggled to herself at her joke. 

“Shush, you. I’ll… I’ll do it.” Andy hesitated, getting his words in order. “You’ve done all this for… us.” He wrapped his arm around her body, pulling her closer. “It’s all I can do.” 

“Thank you Andy!” Leyley broke out of his hold and rolled over, now looking him in the eye. “I love you.” The words weren’t a response. They were a declaration. She was telling him why she was doing this, why her escape plan was to escape with him, why she wanted him with her in this, why she trusted him. An hour ago, he’d have reacted in horror and disgust. He had to. It didn’t matter what he wanted, what he thought, he had to. He was her older brother, his feelings towards her were assigned by society, there was supposed be no changing that or escaping his role. But now? 

“I love you too, Leyley. We’ll do this together. I’m sure of it.” He wished his third sentence was as honest as the first two, but he had to be strong for her. He leaned in and kissed her, their tongues meeting as equals rather than invaders, his arms snaking around her body and pulling her close. 



